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THREE POEMS 



Theocritus 



I watched the chasing swallows ring, 

I heard a lark's song, far away, 
The meadows all were blossoming 

With buttercup, and surge of May; 

Above the elms the dappled blue ; 

The young lambs skipped as we did pass ; 
The wheeling rooks, black-winged, threw 

Their quick black shadows on the grass; 

Ah, singer of the hills and sea, 

Pan and the nymphs and old delight, 

Was ere a morn in Sicily 

So gay, so green, so blue and white? 



St. Luke's Summer 

His mornings were opals that smouldered and grew 
And flushed, in Aurora's most gossamer gauze, 
To days in a triumph, — gold, scarlet, and blue, — 
That pageanted past like a flight of macaws ! 

His woodlands were orange, were crimson, — a blaze, 
A dazzle of colours that flaunted and fled, 
Till lordly cock pheasants that walked in their ways 
Looked sober as doves on the carpets they spread ; 

Each dusk was a turquoise, a bed for the stars, 
With tangled across it slow skeins of black rooks ; 
While indoors the firelight crept out through the bars 
And painted Romance on the pages of books ! 



